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little vessel loomed dimly, and a heavy sea carried me and my bag
to the side. When I had scrambled on board I saw what had hap-
pened. The captain had mistaken the narrow passage through the
reef and had run aground on one side of it. With every sea the little
vessel was lifted a few feet and pounded down upon the coral. The
seas were washing over her, and our danger lay in the possibility
that she might be washed off the reef into the deep calm water be-
yond. She would then have sunk like a stone, for her bottom was
pounded into matchwood. We were five persons. A few feet to the
left of us large fish, some of them sharks, were darting hither and
thither in a train of phosphorescence.
My watch had stopped at eleven o'clock. We had, therefore, seven
hours to wait for daylight. We were more than a mile from the
shore, and there was no possibility of waking anyone in the native
village. It was not the pleasantest way of spending a night. We had
no dinghy, and I had to restrain one of the men from swimming
ashore for help because I felt sure that he would be taken by a shark.
For the last three hours our little waterlogged vessel refused to rise
to the seas. Her back was broken, but her deck left us standing room
just clear of the water.
About 6 a.m. a double canoe put off from the shore and paddled
out to see who we were. My captain parleyed with the crew, who
demanded twenty shillings a head for rescuing us. It was not the
money, but the principle of the thing, that outraged our sense of
decency. When we refused, they paddled off coolly and left us; but
I suppose that the official rank of the passenger was reported on
shore, for an hour later another canoe came off and rescued us for
nothing. The crew did not lose by it Then I started to walk alon.g
the shore a distance of thirty or forty miles. My clothes soon dried
on me, and I was glad when night came on, because I was so tired of
undressing and dressing to swim across the rivers. At night one could
omit the dressing. I had never known till then how much one's
clothes weighed and what ground one could cover without a stitch
in bare feet on the hard sand.
When I reported the conduct of the natives in Suva they were sent
for. We divided the sheep from the goats. The men who had rescued
us were amply rewarded; the others sat with bowed heads as a spec-
tacle for the sophisticated young chiefs in the Native Office, persons